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We  cannot  reach  your  home, 

Lords  of  Another  Day, 
But  our  hearts  may  one  become, 

Where  the  world  you  shut  away. 

Earth  may  to  Earth  return ; 

Stands  the  Past,  a  Book  to  read. 
Will  a  rushlight  dimly  burn, 

It  shall  kindle  fire  at  need. 
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PR. 


From  the  Times  of  the  Days  of  Other  Years 
Came  forth  their  voice,  who  have  conquered  fears, 
And  the  song  of  their  Days,  it  said  this  to  me : 
Come  hither,  thou,  of  Life's  Sea  weary ! ' 

So  I  leaped  aboard,  and  Mortaise,  Life's  Sea, 
Fell  on  my  crazy  bark  fearfully, 
But  the  roar  of  his  waters  could  never  drown 
The  song  which  fell  from  the  grey  Year's  crown. 

For,  betwixt  the  winds,  in  the  lulls  of  rain, 
Where  the  storms  lie  couched,  it  comes  ever  plain- 
The  siren  song,  which  the  Dreamer  hears, 
The  voice  of  days  which  have  conquered  fears. 
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BROTHERS,  GREETING! 

1F  In  the  Times  of  the  Days  of  Other  Years,  a  King  reigned 
in  Donegal.  From  the  Atlantic  to  Lough  Swilly  was  no  man 
but  did  him  homage,  and  no  place  but  his  word  ran  in  it  for 
law.  Was  his  voice  lifted  in  anger,  the  strongest  men  cowered 
to  earth  in  fear ;  was  it  heard  in  love,  then  seemed  it  to  each 
hearer  that  before  him  were  risen  up  the  dearest  secret  of  his 
life.  But  as  the  King's  voice  ceased,  straightway  that  secret 
vanished,  and  in  its  room,  behold !  a  fear  fine  as  beaten  gold, 
a  fear  so  fine  there  might  be  no  two  fibres  of  his  being  but 
that  fear  was  laid  between  them,  a  sundering  in  his  vitals,  a 
thousand  worms  in  his  brain -a  fear  which  knew  not  reason 
and  took  for  Truth  the  myriad  wraiths  of  its  own  vileness  and 
deceit.  Out,  at  that  fear,  was  the  fearer's  sword,  fain  only  of 
the  life  of  the  King  who,  he  deemed,  had  known  his  secret. 
It  mattered  not  if  the  swords  so  drawn  were  one  or  many,  or 
if  they  which  stood  by  consented  or  withstood.  Always  the 
same  thing  chanced.  Even  as  the  swords  were  descending - 
they  were  warriors  all  in  those  days,  strikers  to  cleave  at  one 
blow  a  sapling  oak  but  stabbing  never -the  King  lifted  his 
eyes.  And  in  that  glance  this  happened.  Gone  was  the  fear 
and  the  turning  in  their  brains,  and  the  eyes  of  their  souls 
beheld  again  that  dearest  and  most  secret  wish.  They  knew 
it  first  in  all  the  fire  or  beauty  of  its  upspringing  in  the  day 
when  now  it  was  shapen  and  grew ;  they  saw  it  again  in  its 
ending,  the  thing  which  their  life  had  made  it -possessor  of 
their  being  or  a  ghost  of  its  first  self,  the  thing  as  it  lay  in  their 
souls,  quick  or  dead  or  dying. 

Then  those  men  turned  those  swords  to  their  own  breasts, 
and  fell  upon  them  and  died.  And  the  King  made  a  great 
mourning,  and  he  gathered  his  people  from  all  the  ends  of 
his  earth.  And  he  stood  by  the  bodies  and  spoke,  neither  in 
his  voice  of  anger  nor  in  his  voice  of  love,  a  man  among  his 
men,  simply  and  in  sadness.  High  Burial  he  gave  those  bodies, 
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and  so  sent  the  people  home  again,  each  man  into  his  own 
country,  all  but  certain  youths  whom  he  kept  with  him  to 
the  number  of  the  Warriors  which  were  dead. 

Now  the  custom  was  in  that  country  that  none  should  be  a 
King's  Warrior  unless  willingly  and  of  free  choice.  And  this 
election  was  to  be  signified  above  the  cairn  of  him  whom  he 
would  succeed,  and  again  upon  that  same  day  but  one  year 
later.  He  who  thus  willed  to  become  a  Warrior  was  sworn 
to  the  King,  who  gave  him  arms,  and  between  whose  hands 
he  laid  his  own  in  fealty.  It  may  seem  strange  to  you  that  one 
who  was  thus  dread  should  readily  find  servants,  but  of  this 
King  it  is  written  in  all  records,  and  is  spoken  in  all  tradition, 
that  the  more  he  ruled  them  the  more  were  his  people  fain  of 
him. 

And  the  reason  you  shall  find  in  this  writing. 
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1F  When  the  King  had  now  reigned  many  years,  his  War- 
riors went  out  in  their  hostings,  sept  by  sept  and  family  by 
family,  but  all  under  the  Banner  of  the  device  of  the  King. 
The  device  upon  the  Banner  of  the  King  was  Seven  Rushes 
by  a  Lough,  bowed  in  the  wind,  above  a  poem  of  which  the 
meaning  will  have  been  thus : 

Under  his  Banner  of  the  Seven  Rushes  march  the  Warriors 

of  the  King. 
The  Rushes  bow  under  the  Wind  of  Heaven,  We  bow  under 

the  Wind  of  Life. 
Although  the  Rush  bows  under  the  Wind,  It  does  not  break 

unless  it  have  a  flaw, 

But,  when  its  Day  is  done,  It  withers  away. 
We,  the  Warriors  of  the  King,  may  be  bowed  under  the 

Wind  of  Life, 
But  We  shall  not  die  until  the  Appointed  Time  unless  a  Flaw 

be  found  in  Us. 
He  that  is  flawless  shall  pass  in  the  fullness  of  his  Season, 

but  He  shall  not  perish, 
Being  remembered  because  He  observed  the  Seven  Honours 

of  Manhood. 

The  Seven  Honours  of  Manhood  are  the  Honour  of  our 
King: 

Fairness  in  Battle 
Justice  in  Peace 
Truth  in  all  Dealing 
The  Fame  of  a  Woman 
The  Purity  of  a  Child 
That  Fear  be  far  from  Us 
That  the  Dream  be  Unsullied 

After  many  days  the  hostings  return.  Some  bear  dead, 
and  some  are  wounded ;  some  lead  captives,  and  some  bring 
booty.  The  people  assemble  in  a  great  circle  about  the 
Cairn.  The  King  stands  there- to  his  face  the  Warriors,  on 
either  side  they  which  are  not  of  them.  Between  the  King 
and  the  Warriors  stand  the  captives,  each  before  his  captor. 
He  who  has  booty  sets  it  in  the  midst,  each  in  his  own  heap. 
Then,  as  is  his  wont,  the  King  stands  up  upon  the  Cairn, 
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alone,  and  the  voice  of  his  words  reaches  clear  throughout 
all  that  host: 

'Warriors  of  the  King,  have  Ye  kept  the  Honour  of  the 
King?' 

They  answer :  'The  Gods  have  known,  O  King! ' 

The  King  speaks  again.  '  Let  each  who  is  safe  returned 
come  hither,  and  take  hence  the  stone  which  he  laid  upon  the 
Cairn  before  the  Hosting,  that  this  Cairn  be  henceforth,  as 
it  hath  been,  the  Cairn  built  of  the  Stones  which  are  the 
Enduring  Lives  of  Them  which  fell  in  the  Honour  of  the 
King.' 

Soon  every  man  has  taken  back  his  stone,  each  for  him- 
self, but  the  wounded  by  the  hand  of  a  friend.  Thus  becomes 
the  Cairn  again  as  is  its  name -The  Cairn  of  Beforetime 
Warriors.  Again  stands  the  King  alone  in  the  midst,  and  his 
eyes  go  again  upon  the  faces  of  the  Warriors  till  all  their 
hostings  are  ended.  He  speaks  again. 

'  Let  him  which  hath  dealt  Unfairly  in  Battle,  Unjustly  in 
Peace,  Untruthfully  in  any  Dealing ;  Who  hath  not  kept  the 
Fame  of  any  Woman,  nor  set  Fear  far  from  him,  stand  forth.' 

Many  a  man  is  forth  at  that  word  and  the  King  rebukes 
him  in  all  sadness,  yet  forgivingly  because  he  has  confessed 
the  fault.  Next  his  eyes  go  once  more  upon  his  people,  and 
he  smiles.  Rare  is  the  smile  of  the  King,  in  its  coming  as  in 
beauty,  and  there  is  none  of  his  people  but  is  glad  knowing 
that  of  all  not  one  hath  failed  in  this  his  Honour.  •  I  thank 
you,  my  Warriors  of  Me,  your  King,  that  in  this  time  ye  have 
so  well  kept  this  Honour  of  the  perfect  Purity  of  Children. 
Never,  after  battle,  have  ye  before  been  minded  of  thus  few 
errors.  But  is  there  yet  found  among  you  one  who  hath  kept 
his  Dream  Unsullied?'  The  King  speaks  very  sadly,  for, 
whereas  there  is  no  other  thought  of  a  man's  heart  which  he 
may  not  see,  this  one  thing  is  hid  from  him.  Only  if  a  man  say 
that  he  hath  thus  done,  is  it  given  to  the  King  to  know  whether 
the  saying  be  truth  or  untruth. 

Six  times  have  Warriors  claimed  it,  and  six  times,  so,  have 
they  cowered  in  fear  at  his  voice  of  anger,  drawn  sword  to 
slay  him  at  his  voice  of  love,  believing  themselves  thereby 
discovered  to  the  world  in  all  their  secret  failings  from  the 
unsullied  imagining  of  the  Dream,  and  fallen  upon  death  at 
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the  point  of  their  own  same  swords.  When  the  Seventh  shall 
come,  all  know  that  He  is  the  Master  appointed  to  their  King 
-their  King  who,  of  all  men  born  of  men,  came  nearest  to  the 
Dream  and  did  not  fear  to  stand  there.  It  is  long  since  the  last 
of  those  six  claimed  and  failed,  and  expectancy,  once  fostered 
by  the  apparent  nearness  of  the  end,  has  grown  chill  among 
the  Warriors.  And  there  is  a  sad  weariness  in  the  voice  which 
questions. 

Yet  there  is  stir  enough  when,  in  the  silence  which  follows, 
a  voice  calls  clear  and  without  tremor :  •  I  have  so  done,  O 
King!' 

When  the  stir  dies  again,  the  King's  voice  rings  out  in  a 
gladness  of  great  hope :  *  Captive,  stand  forth ! '  Thereat  is, 
again,  great  stir,  for  the  voice  was  as  that  of  one  born  to  their 
own  speech,  though  none  might  tell  from  whence  it  was  come. 
Likewise  not  the  breadth's  space  of  one  inch  had  the  King 
turned  foot  or  eye,  and  he  that  was  standing  forth  moved 
from  a  place  not  to  be  seen  of  the  King  whenas  he  cried  his 
bidding  to  the  man. 

Face  to  face,  now,  stand  captive  and  King,  and  all  men 
marvel,  so  like  is  their  seeming.  The  man's  hands  are  bound. 
So  swift  and  quiet  is  the  King's  stepping  down  to  that  cap- 
tive's side,  so  still  and  silent  the  motion  of  his  hands,  that  men 
see  their  King  bend  down  perhaps,  but  know  only  how  again 
he  fronts  them  from  the  Cairn.  There  they  see  him  sword- 
less,  and  lo !  their  questing  eyes  behold  that  captive  upright 
in  their  midst,  the  King's  sword  at  his  side,  and  the  fetters  of 
bronze  which  were  upon  his  wrists  and  knees  broken,  fallen 
between  his  feet.  Then  rings  out  the  Warriors'  cry,  for 
worthy  of  truth  to  be  a  King  is  he  who,  at  a  touch,  shall  sunder 
bonds  of  bronze.  But  the  King's  face  never  changes  at  the  cry, 
nor  does  the  shadow  of  one  eyelash  move  on  the  Captive's 
face.  Instead,  on  those  two  faces  burns  one  light,  alike  on 
each,  though  hope  be  its  father  in  the  King,  sure  faith  in  him 
who  faces  him. 

Out  away  from  the  Cairn,  where  those  two  stand  alone, 
out  over  the  Hosting  on  the  low  green  meadow,  out  away  up 
the  heather-red  hills  all  round,  goes  the  searching  wrath  of 
the  King's  Voice  of  Anger.  No  eye  marks,  but  high  over  all 
an  eagle  sheers  suddenly  from  his  poise  where  he  hung  to 
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stoop  upon  the  fawn,  and  a  fawn  stands  a  moment  with  lifted 
eyes  of  mortal  fear,  then  dashes  madly  away.  A  shiver  goes 
through  the  host  at  that  sound.  Like  the  shiver  of  wheat 
when  winds  are  at  play  on  the  corn,  their  heads  wavered  here 
and  there,  and  knew  it  not. 

The  King's  Voice  of  Anger  ceases,  and  again  heads  waver 
this  way  and  that,  if  haply  eyes  may  see  that  which  may  fall 
or  not  befall.  But  upon  those  two  is  neither  alteration  nor 
any  changing,  unless  it  be  that  the  hope  is  more  glorious 
upon  the  face  of  one,  reliance  more  sure  in  the  gaze  of  the 
other.  And  over  all  that  Hosting  which  watched  there  came 
and  passed -as  it  were  the  ghost  of  a  mighty  sighing,  the  sigh- 
ing of  an  expectation  betwixt  fear  and  wonder -fear  of  no 
clear  kind  for  their  King,  and  the  strong  man's  fear  lest  one 
confessed  strong  as  this  captive  yet  fail  in  so  dread  trial. 

Once  more  the  King  speaks,  and  now  his  Voice  of  Love  is 
as  the  going  of  a  summer  wind  which  stirs  the  pollen  from 
heavy  bells  of  heather,  yet  so  soft  it  does  but  lift  their  wealth 
that  the  sun -spent  airs  hold  it  all,  a  shimmering  myriad  motes 
of  gold,  a  ball-play  of  faery.  As  the  sound  of  that  voice's 
going  dies  away  far  up  among  the  hills,  the  head  of  the  fawn 
falls  on  a  fearless  sleep  and  the  eagle  beats  homeward,  for- 
gotten alike  hunger  and  that  his  prey  have  escaped  him.  The 
eyes  of  the  captives  light  with  a  dream  of  the  homes  so  far 
away,  and  the  Hosting  sighs  as  a  man  having  drunk  his  fill  of 
the  home-well  after  days  of  fearful  travail,  storm-driven  on 
Atlantic  with  riven  mast  and  rudder  gone,  or  wanderings  in 
mist  on  a  hill  held  by  a  hostile  army.  Still,  in  the  midst,  those 
two  have  neither  moved,  nor  so  much  as  challenged  each 
other's  gaze.  And  the  King's  sword  hangs  undrawn  by  the 
Captive's  side.  Now,  steady  but  eager  as  the  eyes  which  un- 
blinking eagles  open  to  the  sun,  their  eyes  are  met  together. 
So  they  stand,  face  to  face,  until  through  the  long  drawn  hush 
falls  upon  the  Hosting  the  song  of  a  cloud -hidden  lark. 
Straight  then  the  young  man  speaks.  His  voice  is  sweet  be- 
yond the  voice  of  man :  •  Am  I  the  man,  O  King? ' 

Then  happened  a  terrible  and  a  wonderful  thing.  As  it 
were  a  mist  that  came  upon  them,  the  eyes  of  all  the  Hosting 
were  held  to  a  vision.  In  it  they  saw,  dim  at  the  first,  but 
afterwards  most  clearly,  all  the  Kingdoms  of  Eire  gathered  in 
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one  place,  and  that  in  all  their  ages.  Always  through  those 
ages  went  a  shadowy  spirit,  seeking  rest  and  finding  none. 
From  King  to  King  he  went,  from  people  to  people  and  from 
time  to  time,  and  as  he  passed  from  each  the  times  perished 
and  the  Kingdoms  vanished  away.  So  he  passed,  leaving 
always  ruin  and  destruction,  until  he  came  to  a  bare  hillside 
and  there  met  one  who  walked  alone,  a  boy  with  the  great  gold 
Torque  of  Donegal  heavy  about  his  neck.  Then  the  Spirit  hid 
himself  in  the  bracken,  and  sweet  sounds  rose  up.  The  boy 
turned  his  head  to  hear,  and  the  Hosting  knew  his  face  for 
that  of  their  King  on  the  day  that  his  father  died.  The  hidden 
music  rose  and  fell,  writing  itself  as  it  were  in  letters  before 
the  eyes  which  watched.  And  the  letters  of  the  writing  were 
the  Song  of  the  Honour  of  their  King  as  he  that  first  time  re- 
hearsed it  to  his  people,  from  the  Cairn  of  Beforetime  War- 
riors, in  their  Hosting  on  this  same  meadow  on  the  day  that 
his  father  died. 

By  now  afternoon  was  worn  old.  Little  mists  were  creep- 
ing down  the  hill  tops,  and  the  lowering  sun,  over  against, 
flung  the  hosts  of  his  beams  against  their  breasts.  The  lights 
sprang  back  in  the  eyes  of  the  Hosting,  and  the  mists  of  the 
vision  faded  away  until  they  saw  again  those  two,  both  now 
upon  the  Cairn.  Behind  them  was  gathered  a  great  cloud, 
upon  its  bosom  sunset's  rose  of  triple  flame  and  they  in  the 
midst  of  that  glory.  But  the  Stranger  stood  up,  harp  in  hand, 
that  all  there  knew  him  for  himself,  Aengus  Ogue,  Lord  of 
the  Dream -the  one  True  and  only  End  which  it  is  given  to 
all  men  to  see  once,  then  when  youth  stands  on  the  threshold 
of  Life. 

Slowly  the  great  banked  clouds  spread  out  into  the  grey  of 
night.  The  rose  of  sunset  faded,  and  once  more  the  King 
stood  alone.  He  came  down  from  the  Cairn,  and  loosed  the 
bonds  of  every  captive.  The  mother  he  gave  to  her  husband, 
and  the  parent  to  the  child.  They  which  were  afraid  before 
forsook  fear.  I  f  one  mourned  his  dead,  the  King's  smile  healed 
the  loss.  He  went  up  again  to  the  Cairn,  and  bade  number 
the  captives.  And,  lo!  their  tale  was  full,  and  the  King's 
sword  was  at  his  own  side. 

The  King  spake  to  his  people. 

No  man  knew,  afterwards,  what  the  King  said.    •  Because 
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of  the  marvel  and  wonder  of  his  speech,  there  might  no  man 
call  to  mind  the  words  thereof,  yet  was  it  graven  in  the  heart 
of  each  one  to  do,  well  as  he  might,  the  things  which  the  King 
commanded.  And  I  may  not  doubt  but  in  after  accomplish- 
ment came  all  those  things  to  pass  even  as,  then,  did  the  King 
ordain  them  upon  his  Warriors.' 

Of  the  things  which,  after,  came  to  pass,  I  will  tell  you. 
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1f  I  have  told  you  how,  after  the  coming  of  Aengus  Ogue  in 
the  guise  of  a  captive,  the  King  loosed  all  the  prisoners  whom 
the  Warriors  had  taken.  These  remained  to  come  and  go  as 
they  willed,  and  if  one  would  stay  a  land  was  given  to  him  of 
the  King's  own  earth.  In  this  was  seen  the  beginning  of  a  new 
time  which  endured  through  seven  years,  days  in  which  the 
King  waged  no  more  battles,  days  of  the  reign  of  mercy  and 
of  peace  through  all  his  lands.  Crops  were  harvested,  and 
duns  built.  Flocks  increased,  and  children  were  begotten. 
Men  in  far  lands  heard  of  the  prosperity  and  came  into  the 
King's  land,  and  to  each  was  given  a  place  to  abide  in  the 
country  of  the  King.  And  always,  such  was  the  power  of  the 
will  of  the  King,  there  was  none  known  to  fail  in  the  rules  of 
the  Honour  of  the  Warriors  of  the  King.  Nay,  more,  was  each 
active  to  go  beyond  the  letter  of  the  King  in  the  easing  of 
burdens  from  another.  In  this  way  were  all  bondmen  let  free, 
to  abide  or  go,  each  whereas  he  would .  And  the  powers  which 
are  in  the  waters  upon  the  hill  were  harnessed  so  that  the 
women  should  no  more  weary  at  the  querns.  This,  and  many 
other  such  things,  the  Warriors  did  of  their  own  thought  in 
the  Years  of  the  Perfect  Honour  of  the  King. 

Leave  now  those  days,  and  go  back  many  years. 
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UWhen  the  Father  of  the  King  died  the  Prince  his  son 
went  out  upon  the  hill,  and  there  befell  him  what  I  have  told 
you.  But  already,  years  before,  the  Prince  had  dreamed  his 
dream,  reading  the  secret  which  is  written  in  the  fronds  of 
the  tangled  bracken  and  between  the  bells  of  heather,  in  the 
slant  of  noontide  beams  and  upon  the  face  of  the  stars,  in  the 
voice  of  a  running  water  or  in  the  going  of  a  gentle  wind. 
These  things  he  had  marked  and  read,  even  as  you  have  read 
of  the  music  which  befell  him  upon  that  day.  Often  had  he 
purposed  to  keep  his  dream,  even  if  need  should  so  be,  to 
keep  it  at  the  cost  of  his  kingship.  Now  he  was  become  King 
while  yet  a  boy,  and  it  behoved  him  to  fix  his  purpose  or  for 
ever  part  from  it.  Therefore  he  went  out  upon  the  hill,  and 
therefore  Aengus  Ogue,  who  is  Lord  of  the  Dream,  The  True 
and  The  End,  which  are  seen  of  every  man  once  at  the  time 
of  his  dawn  that  so  he  may  take  or  leave,  yet  never  say  but 
the  choice  was  not  his  -  this  Aengus  hid  himself  in  the  bracken 
and  touched  the  golden  strings  of  his  harp.  The  boy  who  was 
become  King  heard  that  music,  and  turned  about  and  went 
down  to  his  people  -  to  the  Cairn  of  The  Warriors.  And  there 
he  unfurled  the  banner  of  his  people,  and  there,  under  it,  he 
gave  them  The  Seven  Honours  of  Manhood,  which  were  after 
written  beneath  the  device  of  The  Seven  Bended  Rushes  to 
keep  for  their  honour  and  for  The  Honour  of  the  King. 

The  young  man  had  not  reigned  too  many  days  but  he  be- 
gan to  learn  how  hardly  shall  a  King  keep  the  honour  which 
is  itself  none  so  easy  for  a  man.  Now  all  men  clamoured  upon 
him  to  raise  up  an  heir  to  keep  the  kingdom  should  himself 
fall  in  the  battle,  and  many  women  who  had  aforetime  sought 
to  win  him  with  loving  looks  were  urgent  in  all  ways  if  they 
might  come  up  to  his  throne.  This  was  the  custom  that  the 
Kings  of  Donegal  do  not  mate  save  with  the  daughter  of  a 
warrior  of  the  King.  But  the  King  would  have  none  of  them. 

One  there  was,  fairest  of  all  mortal  maidens  in  his  lands, 
who  was  so  fain  of  the  King  that  she  sought  if  by  any  means 
she  might  gain  him  to  her  love.  This  woman  watched  always, 
learning  of  his  outgoings  and  of  his  incomings,  whither  he 
went  to  muse  and  the  which  were  his  favourite  seat  upon  the 
hill.  Then  on  an  evening  she  went  privily,  and  waited  for  the 
King  near  by  the  rock  where  was  his  wont  to  sit  and  muse  at 
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the  waterside.  When  he  came  and  was  set  down  according 
to  his  custom,  the  woman  put  off  her  garment.  She  loosed  her 
long  hair,  which  hung  to  the  very  ground  as  a  mantle  of 
molten  fiery  gold,  and  so  let  slide  her  body  into  the  stream. 
The  sun  was  sunk  in  the  west,  and  through  the  gray  twilight 
of  summer  the  first  stars  came  out  in  points  of  flickering  gold. 
And  the  young  moon  rose  in  his  crescent  sending  a  bar  of 
silver,  now  here  now  there,  to  hide  in  the  flowers,  and  dapple 
the  rushes  in  little  rays  of  light  as  they  broke  the  running 
current  of  the  stream  waters.  The  air  was  full  of  the  scent  of 
tired  flowers,  glad  that  the  heat  of  day  was  gone,  and  now  a 
polished  beetle  clinked  his  shards  as  he  settled  to  drink  the 
rich  honeys  of  a  hemlock.  A  little  night  hawk  cried  after  her 
mate,  and  a  rabbit  came  out  to  play  at  his  feet.  The  King 
moved  in  his  place,  but  the  rabbit  had  no  fear.  He  sang  a 
little  song  of  the  faery  love. 

A  lovely  face  rose  slowly  from  the  water's  edge  and  smiled 
upon  him.  The  King  remembered  him  how  they  come  to  a 
man  in  a  lonely  place,  and  waited.  Two  round  white  arms 
tossed  out  the  dripping  gold  of  her  hair,  and  the  woman  drew 
herself  upon  the  bank.  Bare  in  the  moonlight,  she  seemed  a 
mate  for  Kings.  Her  long  white  body  gleamed  silver,  and  her 
wet  hair  clung  about  her  sides  and  rolled  in  waves  to  her  feet. 
About  her  brows  was  a  crown  of  pink  flower  of  the  rush.  Her 
shoulders  gleamed  like  ivory  through  the  fall  of  the  loosened 
hair,  and  her  bared  bosoms  rose  and  fell  to  the  disordered 
comings  of  her  breath.  With  a  great  cry  the  King  rose  up 
and  put  out  his  hands,  and  she  gave  herself  to  him.  He  held 
her  from  him  at  arm's  length  to  take  his  fill  of  her  beauty. 
The  blue  eyes  laughed  in  his,  and  the  full  lips  were  parted  to 
kiss.  Twice  he  made  to  answer  their  call  and  twice  held 
back,  amazed  if  indeed  she  were  the  mate  appointed  him  of 
the  Gods.  The  woman  was  angered  and  cried  a  word,  and  at 
that  word  the  knowledge  of  the  King  awoke,  and  he  saw  be- 
yond the  beauty  of  the  body  only  the  ugliness  of  the  deed, 
and  his  anger  was  hot  upon  him.  He  spoke,  and  at  the  Voice 
of  his  Anger  her  desire  melted  from  her,  and  she  knew  that 
she  was  naked,  and  cowered  upon  the  ground.  He  spoke  of 
the  truth  of  love,  and  his  voice  grew  soft  with  the  wonder  of 
its  marvel.  Jealousy  filled  her  heart,  and  in  hatred  and  hor- 
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ror  at  the  remembered  vision  of  the  dream  now  so  withered 
and  defiled,  the  woman  rose  in  her  hair  and  sprang,  desiring 
to  rend  him.  Then  the  King  looked  upon  her  with  the  eyes 
of  his  pity,  and  in  those  eyes  she  saw  again  her  youth  and  be- 
side it  this  vile  doing.  With  one  single  cry  she  fell  dead  upon 
the  hill.  Very  sorrowful  was  the  King  all  that  night.  In  the 
morning  he  called  his  warriors  together  and  told  them  all  the 
thing.  Some  whispered  that  the  tale  was  false -that  the  King 
had  used  the  woman  and  then  slain  her.  This  her  relations 
affirmed.  But  he  stood  up  once  more,  and  again  he  ordained 
The  Seven  Honours  of  Manhood,  calling  to  come  forth  who- 
soever should  have  broken  any.  Many  stood  forth  and  he 
rebuked  them.  When  the  King  called,  there  was  none  who 
might  withstand.  Next  he  cried  forth  any,  whosoever  should 
have  kept  The  Dream  Untarnished.  The  father  and  the 
brother,  warriors  of  the  King  both,  stood  forth.  Against  the 
Voice  of  his  Anger  they  wavered  but  did  not  fail,  but  in  the 
Voice  of  his  Love  they  rose  up  to  slay  him.  Many  others 
would  have  withstood  them  and  some  aided,  and  the  battle 
tossed  and  raged  about  the  Cairn  while  the  King  stood  and 
smiled  that  all  who  saw  him  wondered.  Then  those  two 
broke  from  the  melee  and  rushed  against  the  King.  But  he 
set  his  eyes  upon  their  eyes,  and  they  read  in  his  eyes  how 
he  saw  in  their  heart  all  the  lie  against  their  Dream,  and  how 
they  had  privily  avised  the  woman.  While  the  King  smiled 
they  fell  upon  their  own  swords  and  died.  From  that  day 
none  questioned  ever  of  the  Honour  of  the  King. 

Never  a  day  did  the  King  waver  in  his  custom,  but  always 
at  evening  was  he  out,  alone,  on  the  hill.  And  so  at  last  She 
came  to  him -She  who  is  The  Beauty  of  the  Morning,  by  the 
light  of  a  single  tress  of  whom  a  man  shall  thresh  in  the  dark, 
whom  many  have  desired  to  find  and  have  not  seen,  or  in 
seeing  feared  and  perished.  She  came  to  him,  as  did  that 
other,  in  an  evening  from  the  stream,  naked  and  wonderful, 
clad  only  in  the  honour  of  her  beauty.  All  about  her  as  she 
moved  the  unnumbered  worlds  of  leaves  grew  glad  for  the 
presence  of  her,  and  her  hair  moved  to  her  footing  in  a  wave 
of  rippling  lights.  Tiny  flowers  and  mosses,  never  noted  of 
mortal  eye,  grew  clear  in  the  day  dawn  of  her  going,  and  the 
wonderful  silences  of  night  filled  with  the  rumour  of  untold 
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joys.  At  her  coming  the  King  rose  up  and  they  two  stood  in 
the  midst  of  the  moment,  which  is  an  aeon  of  eternity,  until  he 
knew  indeed  that  there  was  no  blemish  in  her,  and  she  no  one 
least  fault  in  him.  Fame  fair  as  a  woman's,  soul  pure  as  a 
little  child's,  the  King  who  wrought  no  dishonour  and  the 
man  who  knew  no  guile,  fearing  no  fear  and  remembering  no 
deceit,  he  took  her  The  Beauty  of  the  Morning  to  be  his 
woman,  and  She  him  for  her  man.  They  went  hand  in  hand 
to  the  faery  place. 

Every  evening  until  the  fulfilment  of  her  time  they  walked 
hand  in  hand  upon  the  hill,  and  every  morning  men  mar- 
velled to  see  the  great  light  in  the  face  of  the  King,  all  day  to 
hear  his  wisdom.  Later  they  sat  the  night  through  in  the 
faery  place,  and  so,  still  hand  in  hand,  his  son  was  born. 
Those  were  beautiful  and  wonderful  days  for  the  King.  Be- 
foretime  he  had  wavered  often,  the  weakness  of  his  manhood 
contending  with  the  Honour  of  the  King.  For  this  cause 
those  two,  who  withstood  him  on  the  day  after  the  night  when 
the  woman  died,  quailed  but  did  not  utterly  fail  before  the 
Voice  of  his  Anger.  But  now  and  for  always  the  power  of  the 
Dream  was  his,  and  he  became  indeed  the  King  who  Knew 
not  Fear- aye,  not  even  the  fear  to  fail  in  the  doing  of  the 
ordaining  of  the  Dream. 

When  their  son  was  now  weaned,  he  and  his  mother  went 
from  him,  and  the  King  dwelt  once  more  alone  among  his 
people. 

You  shall  hear  now  of  the  end  of  the  reigning  of  the 
King. 
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11  When  the  Seven  Years  of  the  Perfect  Honour  of  the 
King  were  ended,  the  King  called  a  great  Hosting.  To  that 
Hosting  came  all  the  Warriors  of  the  King,  and  all  the  people 
who  were  in  his  lands.  There  was  no  person  upon  any  of  the 
King's  earth  but  came  to  that  Hosting.  He  himself  stood  in 
the  midst,  upon  the  Cairn  of  the  Beforetime  Warriors.  About 
his  neck  was  the  golden  Torque  of  Donegal,  and  upon  his 
shoulders  the  golden  mail.  Upon  his  head  the  casque  of  the 
Seven  Stars,  and  above  him  the  Banner  of  the  Seven  Bended 
Rushes.  So  he  stood  among  his  people,  and  so  he  rehearsed 
to  them  once  more  of  The  Seven  Honours  of  Manhood. 

•Let  him  who  hath  anywise  failed  of  Fairness  in  Battle 
stand  forth.' 

There  was  none  stood  forth. 

So  he  rehearsed  through  all.  .  .  . 

'Who  hath  dealt  Unjustly  in  Peace  or  hath  not  kept  Truth 
in  any  Dealing ;  who  hath  failed  of  The  Fame  of  a  Woman,  or 
wrought  lightly  of  The  Purity  of  a  Child ;  who  hath  in  anywise 
not  set  Fear  altogether  from  him.' 

Always  no  man  stood  forth. 

When  he  was  come  thus  far,  the  King  paused.  A  great 
stir  went  throughout  all  the  Hosting  until  the  slant  of  the  sun 
was  in  the  burnish  of  their  helmets  as  the  golden  shadows  of 
wheat  when  wind  eddies  brush  it  ripe.  In  that  stir  the  hand  of 
every  Warrior  was  on  the  hilt.  The  swords  tripped  loose  in 
their  scabbards  with  a  noise  as  the  cry  of  a  million  clickings 
of  grasshoppers.  The  joy  of  a  mighty  laughter  leaped  in  the 
voice  of  the  King,  knowing  well  of  this  whereto  it  were. 

4  Whoever,' he  cried,  'hath  not  kept  The  Dream  unsullied, 
let  him  stand  forth.' 

At  the  first  word  every  foot  stirred  to  step.  At  the  third 
they  fell.  And  betwixt  the  falling  of  the  feet  the  King  made 
an  end.  For  one  of  those  moments  which  are  as  a  span  from 
the  eternal  days,  he  stood  and  gazed  upon  his  people  and 
they  on  him,  and  in  the  silence  their  loves  went  forth  and 
met.  High  overhead  a  bird  winged  his  evening  homeward 
ways,  and  the  noise  of  the  going  of  his  wings  was  the  spark 
which  kindled  the  flame.  No  whit  otherwise  had  the  golden 
wings  of  the  Dream  wrought  beating  above  those  ready 
hearts.  High  from  his  head  he  lifted  the  Crown  of  The  Seven 
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Stfers,  high  from  the  scabbards  leaped  each  Warrior's  sword, 
and  so  under  the  crown,  and  the  swords,  and  the  lazy  flaunt- 
ings  of  the  banner  of  the  King,  was  the  perfect  coming  of  The 
Seven  Honours  accomplished  in  the  land. 

The  lips  parted  in  loud  acclaim  were  stayed,  and  the 
swords  uplifted  over  the  raised  targe  forgot  to  clash,  for  in 
the  midst  of  that  great  triumph  a  woman  stood  between  the 
people  and  their  King.  In  a  silence  as  of  the  sea  before  yet 
the  oncoming  storm  has  broken,  she  gazed  on  him  and  he  on 
her,  while  all  the  Hosting  watched.  The  smile  of  a  great  joy 
came  and  grew  on  the  face  of  the  King,  but  the  woman  never 
moved,  though  it  seemed  to  each  one  there  that  he  had  gladly 
died  for  him  and  for  such  a  smile.  Three  times  he  passed  his 
hands  before  his  eyes  making  as  though  to  be  sure  that  the 
woman  stood  there,  and  that  this  were  indeed  no  vision.  He 
spoke. 

*  Art  thou  come  ? '  was  all  he  said. 

The  woman  raised  her  head.   '  Thy  question,  King ! ' 

So  the  King  asked  her  of  the  questions  of  The  Seven  Hon- 
ours, beginning  at  the  first  and  so  to  the  Sixth.  To  all  she 
answered,  •  That  is  Well ! '  And  the  Warriors  cried,  after, 
'She has  spoken!' 
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f  He  asked  her  of  the  Seventh.  Making  no  answer  she 
turned  to  beckon,  and  one  who  was  among  the  Hosting  stood 
by  her  side.  The  people,  who  had  been  about  him,  remem- 
bered now  that  this  one  spoke  no  word  when  the  King  asked 
them  of  His  Honour. 

She  said  to  the  King :  •  Hear  now  thy  answer ! ' 

The  young  man  said  also :  •  Hear ! ' 

And  now  once  more  was  a  going  in  the  air  as  a  noise  of 
many  wings,  and  the  wings  made  a  music  that  all  men  bowed, 
resting  each  upon  his  sword  to  listen.  The  King  upon  the 
Cairn  bowed  to  hear,  and  the  people  in  the  Hosting.  Only, 
between  them,  those  two  stood  always  straight  up.  Above 
the  head  of  the  King,  the  Banner  of  The  Seven  Rushes  floated 
out  in  the  little  winds  of  that  music.  The  music  wrote  in  the 
ears  of  the  listeners  as  it  had  been  a  writing  before  their  eyes, 
and  they  knew  the  hand  of  the  writing  for  the  voice  of  Aengus 
Ogue. 

The  music  went  as  it  came,  and  in  its  going  the  bowed 
heads  lifted  up.  And,  behold,  the  woman  and  the  young  man, 
who  stood  with  the  King  upon  his  Cairn !  And  the  woman 
spoke  to  the  people.  Her  voice  was  the  running  of  many 
waters,  and  she  grew  in  their  eyes  The  Beauty  of  the  Morn- 
ing, who  is  neither  of  the  Day  nor  of  the  Morrow,  in  whom  is 
not  growing  old  neither  any  diminishing.  She  stood  before 
their  eyes,  no  more  the  bowed  rough-clad  woman,  but  a 
figure  glorious  and  wonderful,  crowned  with  the  hair  which 
is  the  light  of  The  Dream,  by  a  single  tress  of  which  a  man 
shall  thresh  in  the  dark.  Under  it  they  knew  her  eyes  which 
moved  upon  their  faces,  and  a  great  fear  came  upon  each  in 
the  Hosting,  lest  she  should  tell  the  King.  For  in  the  gazing 
of  her  eyes  came  again  to  each  the  knowledge  of  the  willing 
he  had  made  to  do  the  Perfect  Honour  of  the  King  and  to 
keep  the  Dream  Unsullied.  And  he  saw,  and  knew,  that  to 
the  great  desiring  of  that  first  purpose  all  which  ever  he  did 
was  no  more  than  is  the  chaff  to  the  perfect  ear,  and  that  little 
done  not  for  The  Dream's  sake  but  for  the  sake  of  the  love 
which  he  bare  to  the  King. 

They  feared  before  her  eyes. 

But  now  she  spoke  again,  and  in  the  grace  of  her  voice  and 
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of  her  bearing  the  fear  passed.  For  she  cried  to  the  King:  'I 
am  come ! ' 

He  held  her  hands  in  his,  and  in  her  eyes  he  saw  his  need. 

He  answered :  •  I  have  waited.' 

Very  glad  was  the  voice  of  the  King  as  he  spoke,  but  hear- 
ing it  they  knew  his  weariness,  and  great  pity  filled  their 
hearts. 

Still  holding  her  hands,  the  King  turned  to  his  people.  'Ye 
have  known  me,  my  people.  Ye  have  seen  my  ways.  In 
peace  and  in  battle,  to  do  and  to  suffer,  ye  have  followed. 
And  now  I  go.  Not  always  has  my  way  been  easy.  Nay,  and 
I  have  taken  of  your  lives,  and  that  not  only  in  battle  but -for 
the  sake  of  The  Honour  of  the  King  causing  to  fall  by  his 
own  sword  whosoever  hath  lied  to  the  Dream  Unsullied. 
Now  I  go,  for  I  am  called.  But  ye  will  keep  my  Dream.  And 
now  is  a  new  King  over  you  to  rule  in  the  land,  and  to  keep 
The  Honour  of  the  King.' 

Once  more  his  voice  was  very  weary.  Great  sorrow  was 
in  their  hearts  lest  haply  they  had  made  his  crown  more 
heavy  than  might  needs  have  been.  But  he  stooped  before 
them  to  kiss  her  hands  which  he  held,  and  so  before  them  all 
he  gave  them  to  his  son. 

And  he,  too,  stooped  to  kiss  her  hands. 

Then  She  who  is  The  Beauty  of  the  Morning,  the  True  and 
the  End  which  it  is  given  to  a  young  man  to  see  once,  rose  up. 
And  she  took  the  Crown  of  the  Seven  Stars,  and  the  breast- 
plate of  pure  gold,  the  greaves  and  the  helmet  and  the  hau- 
berk, the  gauntlets  and  the  thigh  pieces -all  of  gold.  Last  also 
she  took  the  great  Torque  of  Donegal.  All  these  she  put  upon 
the  young  King.  So  he  who  was  child  of  The  King  who  Knew 
not  Fear,  and  son  of  The  Beauty  of  the  Morning,  stood  up 
crowned  with  the  crown  of  Donegal  upon  the  Cairn  of  Be- 
foretime  Warriors.  There  he  rehearsed  to  his  people  all  the 
things  which  his  father  had  done,  and  all  the  counsel  which 
he  had  gotten  of  his  mother.  As  he  stood  from  the  shoulders 
upward  there  was  no  man  in  all  the  Hosting  to  stand  before 
him.  From  the  hands  of  The  Beauty  of  the  Morning  he  was 
given  to  them  for  their  King.  And  all  the  people  cried  again : 
•  He  is  our  King  and  he  shall  rule !  Our  New  King !  Long  live 
the  King!' 
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Always  his  father  stood  beside  him,  old  and  bent  and  worn. 

So  while  the  people  shouted,  unseen  and  unregretted 
there  went  down  from  the  Cairn  of  Beforetime  Warriors  a 
little,  old,  and  weary  man,  the  King  who  Knew  not  Fear.  And 
the  faery  love  of  his  youth  was  with  him.  She  who  is  The 
Beauty  of  the  Morning.  She  held  his  hand,  and  together  they 
went  out  into  the  sunset. 

When  they  were  now  far  gone  into  the  West  it  was  a  child 
knew  they  were  gone.  On  the  Cairn  of  Beforetime  Warriors 
the  young  King  shaded  his  eyes  to  see  them  go,  and  below 
him  the  people  crowded,  tier  upon  tier  and  rank  upon  rank. 
The  strong  held  up  the  weak,  and  the  mother  her  child. 
There  was  no  one  in  all  that  people  but  would  see  the  last  of 
their  King.  In  the  West  the  rose  of  sundown  danced  like  the 
fires  of  aurora,  fading  slowly  until  only  one  streak  of  crimson 
lay  as  a  bar  of  blood  on  the  level  greys  of  night.  And  so  they 
faded  from  the  sight  of  men,  a  little  broken  man  and  the 
woman  whom  alone  of  mortals  he,  the  King  who  Knew  not 
Fear,  was  found  to  win. 
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The  King  who  knew  not  Fear 

f  This  is  the  tale  of  The  King  who  Knew  not  Fear  and  of 
Her  whom  he  dared  to  make  his  bride,  the  Beauty  of  the 
Morning  by  the  light  of  whose  tress  a  man  should  thresh  in 
the  dark.  These  things  were  in  Ireland  in  the  times  of  the 
days  of  other  years,  and  men  call  that  The  Golden  Day. 
And  whether  it  be  all  a  Dream  and  such  thing  never  was,  or 
whether  it  be  that  there  were  indeed  found  a  mortal  man  who 
dared  to  win  Her,  I  neither  care  nor  know.  But  this  I  know- 
that  not  long  was  the  perfect  Honour  of  the  King  an  unsullied 
dream  in  Donegal.  Nay,  but  thereafter,  came  again  wars 
upon  the  land,  and  many  evil  things.  This  thing  more  also 
I  know,  that  though  the  King  who  Knew  not  Fear  come 
never  again  upon  earth,  yet  always  She  is  near  us,  his  bride 
whogroweth  not  old  neither  diminisheth  the  light  of  her  eyes. 
For  the  Beauty  of  the  Morning  walks  still  upon  the  hill  at 
Dawn,  as  she  is  in  the  hollows  by  noonday,  and  upon  the 
waters  by  night.  And  though  there  is  none  other  but  shall 
somewise  fear  in  meeting  her,  and  so  she  may  come  no  more 
to  dwell  upon  earth,  yet  many  there  be  who  have  had  her 
greeting  in  youth.  And  as  they  have  in  after  years  main- 
tained The  Seven  Honours  of  Manhood  which  are  the  Hon- 
our of  the  King  and  The  Dream  Unsullied,  so  do  they  become 
the  poets,  and  the  painters,  and  the  masters  of  mighty  music, 
whose  honour  and  whose  laud  it  is  to  light  the  world  with  the 
light  of  the  tress  the  which  she  did  give  them  in  youth  -the 
tress  of  Her  who  is  the  Beauty  of  the  Morning. 

BROTHERS,  QUIT  YOU  WELL! 
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ENVOI 

This  is  the  tale  of  I-Breasil,  which  is  over  the  waves  and 
yonder, 

Where  the  long  sea  rollers  burst  in  foam,  yet  have  never  a 
note  of  thunder, 

But  a  soft  mist  springs  from  the  drifting  scud,  and  the  meadow- 
lands  stoop  green, 

To  the  green  hollows  of  the  waves  and  the  white  tops  set 
between. 

And  out  of  the  breakers'  burst  a  light  streams  up  to  the 

purple  hills, 
And  in  through  the  meadow  grasses  a  song -there  was  never 

its  singer  -  thrills ; 
And  the  spray  tossed  from  the  surge  in  shapes  breaks,  the 

myriad,  gentle  and  kind, 
Of  their  faces  which  are,  and  for  ever  are,  kith  of  the  passing 

wind. 

Whither  the  West  Wind  wanders,  and  where  the  North 

Wind  homes, 
Or  the  East  lies  down  to  slumber,  or  the  way  which  the  South 

Wind  comes, 

Not  even  the  Poets  tell  us,  but  I-Breasil  knows  well, 
Her  womb  held  the  travail  of  all  Years,  that  breathes  in  the 

Ocean's  spell. 

They  are -friends  our  childish  dreams  knew,  and  our  closing 

eyes  shall  greet 

In  the  good  land  of  I-Breasil,  which  has  rest  for  the  tired  feet- 
The  kindly  host  of  the  hopes,  which  we  sowed  but  might 

never  gather, 
The  pale  flame- wandering  of  the  gleam -the  pity !- no  help 

could  tether. 
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The  King  who  knew  not  Fear 

They  are  beautiful  in  I-Breasil,  in  the  Land  of  lovely  Youth. 
And  your  heart  shall  forget  her  longing  there,  for  your  eyes 

are  met  with  Truth, 
And  the  stay  will  be  here  from  hunger.  That  is  no  thirst  but 

is  filled 
From  the  wave  of  the  Well  of  the  World's  End,  the  water 

which  is  not  spilled. 

•THAT  IS  IN  I-BREASIL,  THE  ISLE  OF 
YOUTH.  IT  HAS  NO  SHORES,  THAT  LAND.' 
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